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Axl breathed in a huge sigh as he relaxed into the black velvet seats of his limousine, exhausted after playing 
with Aerosmith. The chauffeur handed the redhead a skinny, sealed envelope. Just before the door closed, 
another thin body forced its way into the car. 


Opening his mouth to complain, he saw a ringed hand with black stripes on the nails push strands of thick black 
hair out of gently laughing eyelined eyes. 


"Steven!" he exclaimed happily reaching over giving him a huge hug. Remembering quickly that he didn't hug 


men, he left the tight embrace smelling strawberry incense on the older mans’ leopard print shirt. 


Steven smiled, seemingly oblivious to the blush that covered his cheeks as his fingers brushed the ones holding 
the manila envelope. "What's this?" 


"Dunno." 


"Open it" 


"Later." 

Steven grinned, tugging it towards him. 

"Later," he protested. 

"Ooohhh its a love letter, isn't it?" 

"NO00," he screeched as Steven yanked it out of his fingers, nearly giving him a paper cut. The two tousled 
around for the remainder of the ride, and when they stopped at their hotel Steven raced ahead. They made 
quite a sight, one in leopard print and black jeans, the other in a fishnet shirt and leather pants. The posh 


guests looked on in open-mouthed horror until the two disappeared behind Axl's locked door. 


Steven kept waving the now open-letter just above Axl's head, grinning wildly as the red hair kept floating back 


into place as he jumped up and down. 

"Dear Bill," he read in a high-pitched girly voice. "We read your article in the Rolling Stone here." 
Axl grabbed the letter, all humor gone from his face. 

Steven instinctively backed up, "lm sorry | didn't know." 


When the murderous glare didn't leave the gray eyes, he reached for the door, having seen Axl's temper first 
hand. Axl glanced down at the writing again. His face went completely white. 


"Axl?" he inquired softly. 
Its from my family," he mumbled brokenly. He raised his head again, his gray eyes huge. 


No longer afraid, Steven put an arm around his shoulders leading him to the bed, the only thing in Axls' room 
not trashed or filled with cigarette burns. 


Axl sat with his back resting against Steven's chest, unselfconscious as strong thin arms wrapped around him. 


"They're disowning me," he whispered "| said my dad raped me..and they're disowning me" He slowly ripped the 
letter into tiny fragments letting them slip through his fingers onto the littered floor. He bit his lip, leaning 


heavily on Steven's shoulder. 


The brunette had read the article but hadn't been close to Axl at the time and he never knew how to broach 
the subject. Now, however, they were lying on a bed and Steven kept his hand in Axls' soft hair as innocently 
as possible, no matter how attracted he was to him, and how easy it would be now to seduce him. He refused 
to take advantage. He valued their friendship too much, and if it happened he wanted it to be because Axl 
wanted it just as much as he did. 


Gray eyes filled with tears, and Axl fumbled for Steven's hand. Twining their fingers together, silver bracelets 
clinking together as Steven rocked him gently. Remembering suddenly how Axl had once said how much he 
loved ‘Dream On’ he started singing it quietly and perfectly in tune. 


Axl's crying lessened as he concentrated on the voice, turning inside the circle of his arms like a child, resting 


his head on Steven's shoulder. 

"Is gonna be okay,” Steven said when he finished the song. 

After a minute, Axl asked in a small voice, "Could you sing it again?" 
Steven smiled, kissing the top of his head softly. He started singing again. 


When it was over, Axl tilted his face up slightly, taking in a huge breath. He kissed Steven, squeezing his eyes 
shut. To his amazement, he wasn't pushed away. Just as Steven's mouth opened to him he dimly heard the 
sound of plastic clinking as Steven's‘ bracelets slid down his arm. A hand pushed him closer. Neither minded the 
taste of smoke, and Steven would've laughed if his mouth hadn't been busy when he tasted Welch's grape juice 


on the redheads’ tongue, knowing Axl couldn't drink alcohol because it ruined his voice. 


That thought jarred him back to reality. This wasn't some dumb groupie. This was Axl, his best friend, who 
was in pain and here he was exploiting that. He pulled away harshly turning his face aside unable to meet 


questioning eyes. 

"What's wrong?" Axl inquired, fear lodged in his throat. 

I'm not gonna take advantage of you," Steven replied, still avoiding Axl's probing stare. 
Axl blushed, not able to find the words to fight the singers’ doubt. 


Continuing quickly, Steven added, "But if you still want this, you can meet me in my room Tomorrow at 


4..otherwise we can just go on being friends no pressure either way." He finally met his eyes "I promise." 


Axl was completely blown away, at a loss for words as to how to explain the crush that had slowly grown 
ever since he'd first seen the older singer on ty. "Could you..." He couldn't make himself beg, not even for this 
man, so he quickly put his arms around his neck, breathing a sigh of relief when the embrace was returned. 
He broke away soon after, not wanting to be rejected, and watched crestfallen as Steven walked out the door. 


Neither singer slept enough, each contemplating what the other was thinking. Finally Axl looked at the clock and 
determined that enough time had passed for him to get up. He showered quickly, getting dressed in a Ramones 
shirt and torn black jeans. Running his hands through his strawberry-blonde hair, he considered himself 


dressed. As soon as he went down to the studio, some blonde had her arms around him. He grinned through 


the kiss. 


Suddenly he felt someone watching him, and slinging an arm around the girls’ bare shoulders he turned to see 
Steven Tyler. Scarf in his hair, a drawn tear at the corner of his eyelinered eyes, and a white coat with white 


jeans somehow undirtied. 


He felt underdressed, and when the girl kissed his cheek, he blushed as Steven narrowed his eyes. He felt a 
pang of guilt. For the first time, Steven's eyes weren't laughing. Joe Perry mumbled something, and Slash, the 


king of mumbling, answered with "Sorry man we didn't know it was your time to practice." 


Axl kept his eyes down, and Steven made a point out of backing up against the door frame dramatically to 
steer clear of the redhead. Joe chuckled, and Axl couldn't glare at him; he was too close to crying. Steven 
turned away, slinging an arm over Joe. Although they attempted a few songs, Steven couldn't concentrate and, 


mumbling some excuse, left quickly. 

Trudging up the hotel stairs, images of that sluts lipsticked kiss on Axl's cheek were clear in his mind. He 
unlocked his door, kicked off his shoes and fell asleep for what was supposed to be a short nap. The hours 
passed into night. 

Axl, in his own room, had been compulsively checking his watch, not sure if he should even go to see Steven 
He might not want to listen but he knew he had to try. Remembering how Steven had been so dressed up, he 
changed his shirt for a muscle tank-top. It would have to do. 

He walked slowly through the hall. Some ritzy hotel he thought, the carpet was worn to threadbare, and gaping 
holes showed a scuffed linoleum floor. Knocking rapidly on Steven's door, he ran his hand quickly through his 
hair. Steven opened the door slowly, shielding his eyes from the halls’ light. Finally focusing on the figure before 
him, he straightened his pose immediately. 

"Could | talk to you for a minute?" Axl asked, gesturing towards the inside of the suite. 

After a hesitant pause, Steven stepped aside, fidgeting with the lock after Axl was inside. 

"Um listen," he started nervously. "I'm sorry about that girl--" 

Steven interrupted stoically "I said it was your decision" 

Axl blinked, realizing that he hadn't been clear. "I don't know her..she's nothing to me." 

Steven's eyes widened. 

Axl took a deep breath and walked towards him. He kissed him softly. Steven finally reacted when he felt Axl 
back away. He cradled the back of his head with both his hands guiding him to his mouth. The kiss grew slowly, 
both men taking their time. Steven tugged at the ends of his shirt, and Axl discarded the garment. Axl watched 


Steven's smile change into a leer. He recognized it as one he himself used when approached by girls. 


The realization cut deeply and he turned to go. 

Steven grabbed his arm. "Stay." 

Axl tried to fight him off but Steven wouldn't release his vise-grip. 

‘lm not a whore," he bit out. 

Steven cupped his cheek. "You're right.this is just a dream it seems and | can't help but destroy it" 

Axl leaned into his hand. "You haven't” 

Steven smiled. Axl ducked his head red hair, obscuring his vision. That smile was too much to bear. He ran his 
hands over Steven's chest, and peeking out through his bangs, he began to undo the buttons. Steven shrugged 
off the garment, and Axl fumbled over the buttons on the singer's still-pristine white pants. He bent on one 
knee. 


"No," Steven gritted out, and Axl got up quickly. "Don't want to cum in your mouth." 


Axl understood, looking at Steven's' hardness, mesmerized by the shiny drop at the end of the purpling head. 
Steven's’ laugh brought his gaze back up, but Steven's smile was sweet. 


Axl's hands shook too much over his own jeans, and he brought Steven's hands to the closing eyes, pleading 


with silent want. Steven gave him a kiss. 


"Relax, baby..we got for--tonight.” The seldom seen blush on the seasoned man was hidden by a veil of hair as 
expert hands undid the clasping. 


Axl shook off the word change, he could deal with a one night stand as long as the memory stayed fresh in 
his mind. To cover his emotions, he kicked off his pants and boots, clasping hands with the rocker, he lead 
them the short distance to the bed. The enormity of the situation dawned on him as he automatically lay 
down, legs closed. Steven leaned forward, his kiss just as smooth and gentle as the first one, leaning in deep, 
balancing on his hands over the redhead, he said sincerely, "We stop whenever you say." 

Axl smiled, teary-eyed, looping his hands around naked shoulders. 


"Hey, | know I'm ugly, no need to cry over it, Steven said, breaking the tension. 


Axl laughed. "No, you're beautiful" He parted his knees slightly, but it wasn't nearly enough for the brunette to 


slide in. 


"Open up, baby." 


Axl shyly lifted his legs around the strong waist. 

Steven grabbed the bottle of Jack Daniel's and covered himself with it. Better than nothing. 

Groaning slightly, he pushed in. Waiting for Axl's eyes to unclench, he thrust out then slid in deeper than 
before. Axl twisted to accommodate him. They were quiet except for the small moans they made occasionally, 
both scared to break the moment. 

"Steven" The whisper was barley heard. 

"Yes baby?" 

"Say my name," he gritted out, flinging his head back as Steven started chanting, "Axl.God, Axl." 

Steven finished in a moan as Axl's fingernails scratched his back. 

‘Steve--" The last letter was cut off with the man's kiss as they spilled cum on each other. 

Steven rose off the sweaty body below him and smiled to himself as he lay beside Axl. The redhead got up, 
avoiding eye contact, and rested his head on the other's shoulder, afraid that if he stopped touching him he 
would awaken to find it all a dream. 

Steven casually draped an arm over his shoulder, tracing the smooth skin with his forefinger. 

"So..." 


Axl looked up, hair drifting into his eyes. 


Steven leaned down for a kiss. The safe haven his warm mouth was becoming relaxed Axl. Tongues slid over 


each other in their eager quest to explore. 

"Baby--" 

Axl cut off Steven's question with another kiss but Steven pulled away. Hurt, Axl shrugged off the draped arm. 
A slightly trembling hand reached to Axl, and he ducked back under his arm, putting his arm around Steven's 
lean stomach. A quick kiss landed on the top of his head. 

"When you almost said forever..." Axl said. 


Steven held his breath 


‘Its okay if its not." He couldn't hold in one tear. He pushed it away impatiently. 


"But what if i want that?" Steven asked. 


Axl climbed into his lap, holding his chin to study his eyes, trying to find a lie or something to distrust but all 


he saw was love. "I love that idea" 
Steven smiled. "Good, then gimme a kiss." 
Axl laughed at his pretend pouty expression, gladly opening his mouth for him. "Love you, baby." 


Gray eyes widened at the sincere admission. "Love you, too." A slight pause. "Too much space between us," 


Steven stated gruffly, trying to hide his happiness. 


Axl grinned, seeing right through him, and lay down, pulling Steven up tight against his body, winding his arms 
around his back, tilting his head up. He took a deep breath as Steven proceeded to kiss all his wariness away. 


-end- 


